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The moft lamentable Tragedk 

Young Abrabam:C tepid he that Ihot fo true, 

W hen King Ccphetua lou’d the begger maid, 

TIeheareth not, he ftriueth not,he moueth not. 

The ape is dead, and I muft conjure him, 

Iconiure the by Rofalmes bright eyes. 

By her high forehead, and her Scarlet lip, 

By her finefoote,ftraight leg,and quiuering thiglC 
And thedemeanes,thatthereadiacentlie, ° 

Tiiat in thy likenefle thou appeare to vs, 

Ben. Andd he heare thee thou wilt anger him, 

Mer. This cannotanger him,t’wouldangerhim 
T o raife a fpirit in his miltrefle circle, 

Offomeftrange nature, letting it there ftand 
TilUiiehadlaideit,and coniured it downe, 

That were Tome fpxght. 

My xnuocation is faire and honeft,and in his miftrefle name, 
Iconiure oncly but to laifevphim, 

Bert. Come, he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees 
T o beconforted with the humerous night: 

Blind is his loue,and beft befits the darkc. 

Mer • Ifloue 6e blind, loue cannot hit the marke^ 

Now will he fitvndera Medlertree, 

And wifh hxsmiftrefle were that kind of fruite. 

As maides call Medlers when they laugh alone, 

O Romeo that fhe were,0 that lTxe were 
An open, or thou a Poprin Peare. 

Romeo goodnight lie to my truccle bed. 

This field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe^ 

Come fhall we goe? 

1 'Ben. Go then, for tisin vaineto feekehim here 
Thatmeanes not to be found, 

Ro . Heieafhatfcarresthat neuer felt a wound, 
Butfoft,whatlight through yonder windowe breaks? 

3 1 is the Eaft,and lu/iet is the Sunne. 

A rife faire Sun and kill the enuious Moone, 
"Whoisalready fickeandpale with griefe. 

That 


Exit, 


of (jfymeo and Iulietl 

Thatthou her maid art far more faire then flier 
Be not her maid lince (he i s enuio u s. 

Her veftal liuery is but ficke and greene, 

Andnonebutfooles doe weareit,caft it off: 

Itis my Lady,0 itis my loue,0 that fhe kne wfhe were, 
Shefpeakesyet (he fayes nothing, what of that? 
Hereyedifcourfes,I will anfwere it: 

I am too bold tis not to me fire fpeakes: 
Twoofthefaireftflarresin all theheauen, 

Hauing fome bufines do entreat her eyes. 

To twinckle in their fpheres till they returne, 

Whatif her eyes were there, they in her head. 

The brightnefic of her cheeke vVould fhame thofc ftarres, 

As day-light doth alampe,her xiyeinheauen. 

Would through the ay rie region If reame fo bright. 

That birds would fing ,and t hinke it were not night: 

See how lhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 
Othatlwcreaglouevpon that hand, 

Thatlmighttouch that cheeke. 
luh. Ay me 
Rom. She fpcalces. 

Oh fpeake againe bright angell,for thou art 
Asglorioustothis night being oremy head. 

As is a winged meffenger of heauen 
Vnto the white vpturned wondring eyes, 

Otmortalls that fall backc to gaze on him. 

When he beflridcs the lazie puffing Cloudes^ 

And fades vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

txli. O Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou Romeot 
Denie thy father and refufe thy name: 
j™ lou wiltnot.be but fwornemy loue, 

Andsle no longer be a Cajulet , 

Rom, Shall I heare more, or fhall I fpeake at this 5 
“It. Tis butthyname that is my enemy: 

A". ou art thy felfe.though not a Mount roue, 
lacs Mountagutl it is nor hand nor fooce, 

D z Nor 
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